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L’UNG-CHIEN KUN 


29943 2950 


THE DRAGON OF THE UNIVERSE. ° 


HILL (BRAGONS f0°° 3 foe ee. 


A jade-green river flows across the valley, e 

The sky is turquoise and the willows are golden. 

Slender girls come down to bathe; 

The shadows are filled with the movements of their 
hands 

Like golden fluttering wings. 

But at night the stars drown in cold black water 

And the hill-dragons float down, 

Without one glittering ripple along their sides. 


SEA DRAGON 


The sea is pewter-colored, rustling against the wharves; 
Behind are low hills and old black houses 

But the dragon’s head is out on the horizon 

Where islands are gray against a band of clear jade sky. 


SKY DRAGON 


By the moon-bridge chrysanthemums in bloom 
Are golden, bronze and copper. And the hills 
Have changed to burnished metals. Peacock plumes 
Are trailed through every meadow. Skies alone 
Are gray and pale, and waters dully gray, 
While the great sun that is the dragon’s eye 
Is but a silver radiance in the cloud. 
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ea ay WATER DRAGON 


Black elif rise Gut Of the water 
That is:purple anid: peacock and verdigris. 
_ There are golden. gleams, far,.far down under the waves, 


<5 Glints. of: sun on golden ‘seales: and melting coils. 


RAIN DRAGON 


After the Autumn rains 

Little trickles come down the dry stream-tide, 
Hungrily, nosing among the gravel, 

With blunt, pewter-gray heads, 

And glitter of steely scales, 

Under a gray sky. 


MARSH DRAGON 


The marshes were very hot 
Steaming under a far pale sun. 
Slow bubbles rose and burst 

With a thin smoke of spray. 

And the water, among faded reeds, 
Held a little tinny glitter. 


FOREST DRAGON 


Maple leaves drift across filmy skies. 
Maple leaves lie on forest paths, 
Copper, garnet, and golden, 
Like interlacing scales. 
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EARTH DRAGON 


When the hot months come 

The juicy canes dry and crackle along the hillsides. 
Mist rises from streams that are pale at noon, 

And black rocks rise out of falling waters— 

Like humping, dark shoulders. 


CLOUD DRAGON 


The earth is low and black with hollowed hills. 
In the pale sky are streaks of emerald flame 
That twine like a green dragon breathing smoke 
Of gray and lilac, and small golden sparks. 
How dark the earth, how burnished is the sky! 
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JAPANESE PRINTS 
Shigetsugu (1850) 
THE FIR TREE 


The fir tree on the lawn 

Has long clutching arms 

Like an octopus, 

Dark against the pale sky; 

It has caught the thinnest new moon, 
A curving golden fish. 


WINTER NOCTURNE 


Out of a deep blue sky the stars 

Glint like the tips of trembling icicles. 

Indigo on crystal, shadow bars 

Lie long across the fields of snow, 

And bats, like separate shadows, come and go. 


WILD GEESE 


The tips of three young poplar trees, whose leaves 
Are like stiff little bows of watered silk, 

Stand up against a clouded sky. 

Above, a flock of wild geese, flying north. 


Shinzan (modern) 
IN THE FISH POOL 


Around the fish pool are rocks and tufts of reed; 

In it is reflected the gray sky of November; 

The goldfish dart like lightning through the mirrored 
clouds. 


THE BROKEN RESERVOIR 


A purple flood sweeps out across the golden grain 
That pales to silver in these dancing waves; 
Rainbow-tinted fishes swim among the stalks, 
And jeweled hummingbirds fly against the blue. 


ENAMEL 


Between the moon bridge and the iris spears 
A lantern has dripped oil on the water. 

It coils, many-jeweled, 

Like brilliant dragons around an old vase. 


LI-PO'S PHILOSOPHY 


CONTENTMENT : 


All day under the almond trees 

I read the old philosophers. 

And in the evening— 

The white moon-curve of the mountains 

Against a silver-frayed night sky 

Is repeated in the shape of almond-petals in dark 
grasses. 


AT TEA 


Sometimes when we old men chat 
Over our tea-cups, in polite memories, 
I see a blue butterfly in my garden— 
A boy’s exultation fills my heart. 


DESPAIR 


The roofs of my house are mushroom-pink in the sun; 
The walls of my garden are rosy; 

Peaches and poppies scent the hot air. 

I hear a gull cry 

And remember the cruel sea! 


CHICAGO 


He looks up from a row of added costs 

Through a gray window, kindly filmed with smoke 
To hide the grassless yard and treeless streets— 
Morning is widening like a pool of gold 

Across a jade clear sky, and jungle trees, 
Fernfronded, sway where brilliant parakeets 
Chatter and scream. The humping monkeys go 
Along the riverside, indifferent 

To butterflies, or blue and scarlet flowers— 

At half past five the clerks are free to leave! 
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AUTUMN FANCIES 


How often did the leaves thus dry and fall 

To lie in rustling heaps upon the ground 

Down the long forest aisles beneath bare trees— 
How often—since that first bright autumn day 
When Eve and Adam, wandering hand in hand, 
Saw the gold maple and the russet oak — 

Shine through the blue October mists, and stood 
Wondering, with vague forebodings in their hearts! 
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EVIL CAME 


How could I know he was a snake 
That writhed so prettily along the stone? 
He was so soft and bright on its hard flanks 
And spoke so prettily, 

“Are you alone?” 


] thought that sin would be quite ugly, and 
Have horns and hooves, and be all black and evil, 
But this was very lovely in the sun; 

How could he be the Devil? 


And then came God and angels, and the beasts 
All eyed us coldly, and we went away, 

And now I have to garden and to spin, 

And Adam ploughs all day. 


EVE AND ADAM 


I think that Eve loved Adam first of all 

Not in the garden where all things were fair, 

Not in the sad time when he failed her there, 

But when they were at last outside the wall 

And it was night; they heard the night-birds call, 
And as the sword curved flaming through the air 
They saw long shadows crouch and leap; their hair 
Was brushed by unseen wings; they heard rocks fall. 


Then the defiant Eve was caught by fear; 

Perhaps she turned and reached for Adam’s hand 
And leaned against his shoulder to be near, 

Not caring that he could not understand, 
Feeling him marvelously strong and good. 

(1 think that Adam never understood.) 


DUCKS RISING 


The water is like milk, and lies 

Still, under feathered cloudy skies, 
Beyond a plain of quiet sand. 

The sea is flatter than the land 

And there is nothing curving, more 
Than the long languid curves of shore, 
Or here and there a duck that goes 
Harrowing water with his toes. 
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WIND AND WATER 


The shadow of a leaf might blow 
Uncertainly above a river, 

Or a gold twist of dust might go 
Trailing its shadow, blowing over, 

Or the wind, only, print the water 
With little bright claw-tracks that falter 
And suddenly run, as if it heard 

A bird call this invisible bird. 
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TWILIGHT THAT CLOSES GREEN 


Twilight that closes green across the fields 
Moves quietly and like a drifting leaf. 

This troubled wind falls idle now, and yields, 
Silent, to silence. And the river stills 

To a green glassy mirror of the sky 

Framed in the steep reflections of dark hills. 
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AUTUMN 


What is this change I fear? 

When last the moon was thin I saw a leaf, 
Yellow and crinkled, floating on the pool, 
And on the rocks the morning sun was cool. 


Today dry leaves are falling 

All day across the sun. 

In golden patterns on the path they lie 
And now I know that leaves turn thus to die. 


Black clouds come on the wind 

And black squalls down the river, 

Until the rain blows hissing over all, 

Then with the rain the last dark torn leaves fall. 


s 


WINDY PEACE 


On a high hill I may achieve 

A moment’s windy peace, and see 
The blowing forest where each leaf 
Is golden-ripe on its dark tree, 
And a white ragged moon that flies 
Against the honey-lacquered skies. 


So briefly one may stay from grief 
Until the crystal wind is gone 
That surely has no mood to grieve, 
Going so steadily alone. 

But then the sky and forest wait, 
A prison for the desolate. 
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FREEDOM 


I have freed myself at last from all desire 
And of my human lovers none remains; 
I know no passion save for cloud and fire 
Nor seek caresses but from winds and rains. 


I have stilled myself from eagerness, I feel 
The sweet unquiet strength of love no more, 
I watch marsh-pods as colorless as steel, 
Or a bird blown along a lonely shore. 


But now I know the restless wind in me, 
The rush of sap, the force of rending earth, 
The song of moving sands, the drifting sea, 
And fierce reiterated death and birth, 


Here is the agony of life yet dumb. 
There is no quiet here where I have come! 
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WILD-GEESE CALLING 


It is so sad, to hear the wild-geese calling, 

The wild-geese beating southward from the snow; 
After the melancholy pale leaves falling 

Above the withered sedge the wild-geese go, 
And like the shadows of a dead leaf blown 

Far over icy water and cold stone 

Are these bird-shadows in faint sunshine dying. 
It is so sad, to hear the wild-geese crying; 
Forever seeking something beyond snow. 
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THE WIND REAPS AND SOWS 


What does the earth await? What will it yield 
After this dark harvest, when the wind reaps 
The snow, and gleans along a barren field’ 


When the last scattered crystal petals are 
Wind-gathered up from the black, quiet loam 
Where each aloofly mirrors some white star, 


Out of the earth cool hyacinths will grow, 


Star-flowering, rose and milky-blue, and mauve 
Tracing the meadow-curves like drifted snow. 
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ar-fro n r on brown grass, 
the snowflakes, w nd-scattered here, 
petals from a flowering pear. 


THE MILKY WAY 


When the stars like jewels were.cut and set 
In the arch of chameleon sky, 

Up from the floods of sunrise 

A lady came wandering by. 


She dipped her fingers in star dust, 
They were rosy with the day, 

And trailed them across the heavens; 
Men call it the Milky Way. 
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A SONG AGAINST PASSIONATE FLOWERS 


It is the gray dust-flower, Sleep, 

That turns me finally away from them. 
Theirs is a coloring they may not keep; 
Here are ash-petals, on a quiet stem. 


Gray petals fall forever with no sound 
Or drift on the still air. 

Dust petals sifting into dusty ground, 
Till only dust is there. 


Even the wind’s winged hunt must cease 
In gardens where it grows; 

Ever the gray dust-flower, Peace, 

Shall turn me from a rose. 
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KITAO 


Are you there, Kitao? ® 

A vine leaf scrapes the pane; 
White petals fall through twilight; 
Birds call again. 

The black cat crouches low, 
Watching a night-moth cling 

On a gray stone, in moonlight, 
Alone in spring. 

Faint winds among the grasses go— 
Are they your whispers, Kitaor 
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ONE DAY 
DAWN 


The stars that glimmered in the dawn sky burst 
Like golden bubbles from a still green pool, 
Leaving the unseen spray of a lark’s song. 


NOON 


A wreath of smoke went by along the wind, 
White as the clouded sky, veiling the trees 

So dully green. Perhaps upon the moon 

Such pearly skies are seen. There a faint breeze 
May stir such shadeless trees at misty noon. 


NIGHT 


Tonight is hot and still; in the dark wood 

Of little trees one giant hemlock stands. 

Its boughs seem tufted with black monkey fur. 
The sky is palest gray; down the dim glade 
Come floating slowly brilliant fireflies. 
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AUTUMNAL STORM 


A bare dune parts the forest from the sea, 

On the one hand dark ice-green valleys rise 

To the green foam of tossing hillside trees 
Rain-silvered and dead leaves twist down and down 
To blow along the mold of long dead leaves. 

And there beyond the gray rain-beaten sand 

The winds blow shadowed spray across the curve 
Of aching waves into a nothingness 

Of mist and cloud and water without shape; 

The cries are heard:of wild geese flying south. 
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AN APPLE TREE FLOWERS IN DIM RAIN 


This country was created by the rain— 

Gray curve of sky, invisible gray plain, 

And the long contour of a folded dune— 
Only an appleblossom-burdened tree, 
Heavy with life, recalls reality. 


The soul walks nakedly in this dread hour 
Fearing the magic of a tree in flower. 


The sound of rain enchants the earth, but this 


Will fail; the clouds will shatter,—the abyss 
Hold only twisting fragments from the moon. 
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HOT NOON 


Across the silence of this clouded noon— 

The leaves stir not; the leaves fall not— 

There comes a bubbling chime of bells 

Faint as a dream, as soon forgot. 

The thick sky curves; the shadowed woods sweep 
round— 

The leaves alone; the leaves are sharp— 

Each golden bell-hote is a sphere 

Smooth as the low tones of a harp. 
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THE EVENING SUN 


My lemon-colored lady Sun 
Goes sweetly veiled in evening mists; 
After her march of triumph through the day, 
She wanders in far gardens where she lists. 
Down curving paths she slowly comes, 

Where silver fountains toss their shining spray; 
She has no straight walks in her garden green, 
Who has t6 keep so strict a line by day! 

She wanders in her ferny garden bowers; 
The snow-white lilies love to see her there, 
My lady Sun, with burning golden robe 
And flowing golden hair. 
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QUIET SONG 


Soft moth-wings brush against the window pane, 
Pale jade moon-moths from far in the dark wood 
Where bough on bough in varied shadows rise 
Against a clear dark sky, and near the ground 
Cool fireflies reflect the early stars. 

There is no sound in all the wood, no leaf 

Is fluttered, and no dried leaf rustles down. 
Only the katydids make minor wail. 
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DUSK THICKENS 


Now twilight comes again almost unheeded; 

Only a silent brightening of the moon, 

(That has been moving through the sky since noon), 
Only a shadow where the river, reeded 

And reed-reflecting, mirrors the green sky 

In less transparent silver, and shows blurred 

The sudden, passing shadow of a bird. 
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deep wind up a ene sky, and nae 
Ttow tide, shadows of foam. 


ee at midnight ae I am alone 
_ There is a fragile light under the moon. 


THE LONG-NECKED CRANES 


The long-necked cranes, in melancholy, fly 

Against the amber tones of evening sky, 

Dark as dark grass that down the dune-curve blows— 
And when the gray of night sucks sunset’s rose 

Back from unending water comes their cry. 


And through the mists of dawn their wing-beats sigh; 
Now on the margin where the last waves die 

Each after each out of the shadow grows, 

The long-necked cranes. 


In quiet planes clouds and horizon lie. 

These curve their slim black heads and hold them high, 
Unheeding how the tinted water flows. 

They have a certain proud and stiff repose, 

With wings tight-folded and thin legs awry, 

The long-necked cranes. 
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GRAPE HARVEST 


In the ice-green forest 
Drenched with September rain 
A yellow leaf, a brown leaf is falling again. 


On the still river 
Under a white sky 
Yellow leaves are floating, where yellow lilies die. 


Tomorrow the birds will go south 


And the woods will be still at dawn. 
After the hot sweet grapes ripen, summer is gone. 
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As if: domortow/sh sorrows? 
Could veil ae 


The grass, Mewronsad by autumn’s bi 
Swaying, sighs not;. forgot 
Is coming death. 


The heavy forest hushes, all 
Its dim life grieves; three leaves 
Flutter and fall. 
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THE MOON’S DEATH 


If night were just the river, reflecting» 

Dark shores and the moon, 

Or stars hung high, and answering stars in the water, 

I would not mind if the wind soon 

Incited the waves to tear the moon, returning 

From shadowed wharves their sudden, hungry laughter; 
But night is wide and deep, and the moon’s death, 
Wolf-torn by the waves, has startled away my breath. 
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FOREST HUSH 


This forest is enchanted, and the sea 

Is a far roaring, less than that frail wind 

That stirs the leaves most mournfully to sing 
Their divers hopes and sorrows. Now I hear 

A rustling partridge, startled from her nest; 
Now a harsh blue jay frights the shadowed glen, 
And ever is the buzz of joyful flies 

Wheeling and rising through the sunny air. 
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A WIND GOES 


Such lovely things along the wind: may blow— 
The delicately fretted flakes of snow, 

The tiny jewels of sand, and golden leaves; 
Thin snow-white curved plum petals in the Spring 
And slow vermilion poppies in the Fall. 
Perhaps a gray bird through white rain is blown, 
Or ashes, sifting over quiet stone. 
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THIS BOOK WAS DESIGNED BY ROBERT S. JOSEPHY 
AND PRINTED UNDER HIS SUPERVISION AT THE 
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